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“Everybody needs a place to rest, 
Everybody wants to have a home. 
Don't make no difference what nobody says, 
Ain't nobody likes to be alone.” 
— Bruce Spangs 





brick buildings were built for fashionable stores — 50 to 80 by Rick Cole 
years ago. 
I start groggy mornings at Jake’s Diner, a shoebox greasy spoon 

with 14 stools, most of them occupied by truck drivers. For lunch I 

usually get a carnitas burrito over at La Fondita, which is next to a 

scuzzy half-gay bar that opens at six in the morning and a porno store 

that never closes. I pass little theaters and pawn shops, avant-garde 

art galleries and Mexicano bodegas. _ 


4 live in a gritty, neighborhood downtown. The one- and two-story 


Weeknights | hang out at the Espresso Bar, a warm bohemian cafe o 
hidden off a back alley by the railroad tracks, next to Andy’s Exc erpt from an article 
Television Service. I waste weekend nights in a scummy redneck dive 
called Hazel’s, underneath a transient hotel, dancing to a jackhammer s : 
rock ’n’ roll band called The Worst. I sleep in the back of a storefront written in l 9 8 0 


office. My neighbors are winos, artists and whores. 


On January lst, the Rose Queen will roll right through my : 
neigtibo ii by then journalist, 
No, this neighborhood doesn’t fit your preconceptions about 
Pasadena, and I doubt whether the Rose Queen would venture down i 
here after midnight. But the image broadcast worldwide every New D ep uty Mayor Rick Cole o 


Year’s Day is a bogus one. Living reality collides with idealized 
image. The clash is constant. And right now in Pasadena, a battle is 
raging over the elusive soul of this town. 
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